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	1. Catastrophe

_**Hopscotch: **one prompt: catastrophe (word)._

**_word_**_ **count: **197_

* * *

><p>She watched the newlyweds waltzing in the middle of the room. Who could imagine that the Malfoy Manor would host the wedding of his beloved son and the muggleborn witch, responsible for the end of the war?<p>

Such a beautiful couple, that they are.

His grey eyes, a Black trademark, stared adoringly at the gorgeous witch in front of him; Her smile is so serene, so peaceful, that she could feel happiness radiating from her. From them.

And to think that if it weren't for her, this would be a catastrophe.

Her, as in Hermione Granger. Not Narcissa Malfoy.

If it weren't for her – and her friends – Voldemort would have won the war. And her boy wouldn't have met the love of his life.

And that, for a Mother, is the definition of catastrophe.

Yes, once she believed in his ideals, just like her family taught her to, just like Lucius wanted too.

But, seeing him smiling at her, cherishing her, _loving her…_

She smiled as she caught her eyes and felt her heart melt as she mouthed the words _thank you_. Thank you for allowing me to love your son.

_No, dear. I should be the one thanking you._

* * *

><p><em>I'll use this archive to post drabbles related to the HP world. This one is for the Hopscotch Challenge for the Hogwarts School. You guys should check it out!<em>

_Bye now!_


	2. Decision

**_Hopstcotch: _**_one word: Ministry of Magic (Location)_

**_Words:_** _692_

* * *

><p>"You can quit the acting, you know" the young man made a signal to the waiter "Even though I'm a Slytherin, I'm not going to rat you out."<p>

She arched one of her eyebrows and kept staring ahead.

For an outsider, she was just enjoying the Christmas Party. The Ministry of Magic was decorated with red and green pieces and _all _the important people were there.

"Where's your date?"

"Didn't bring one." She took a sip of her wine.

He smirked – "oh, so you decided to come to just stare at them all by yourself?" – When she opened her mouth to retort he raised his hand – "Don't even start with me, Granger. You and I both know better."

She snorted and finally looked at him – "What do you want, Zabini?"

"To ask what _you_ want."

She took a deep breath looked at the couple again – "If I tell you that I'm not sure what I want, would you believe me?"

He finished his firewhisky and ordered another one – "Yes, I would. I mean, that's why you broke up with him right?"

She looked at him again and at that precise moment, when he could see the vulnerability in those big, brown eyes, he could understand what Malfoy had seen in her.

She's beautiful.

"He looks so much happier with her, doesn't he?" – They both stared at the young couple. Draco had his arm around the young Greengrass waist, and she had a blissfully smile on her face.

"He's pretending, you know" – When she didn't look at him, he continued – "He's only doing this because his parents made him. But you're the one that he loves."

She finished her glass of wine and spotted one of her best friends at the other side of the saloon. It never ceases to amaze her how the Ministry is so tragically beautiful. She saw Harry's godfather die in this building, for Merlin's sake, but she can't find it in her to hate this place.

"Can you see that office, on his left?" – She didn't need to look at him to know that he's listening – "That's where we hook up for the first time. He was courting me for a few months but me, naïve me, didn't notice. And then, I was drunk and he was drunk and we fought and we had sex."

He laughed – "Didn't know you had it in you, Granger."

"He brings out the best in me, I guess."

He took her glass and put his and hers on the bar - "You should decide what you want, you know. That guy over there loves you so fucking much and here you ar-"

"His parents hates me." – She ordered another wine – "I heard him fighting with them, when we were at the Manor. Said that they would disown him. And I know that he doesn't care. He has his fortune now, it's not like he needs their money."

She took her glass and finished it in one gulp, picking up another one – "But the thing is… I had to obliviate my parents in order to keep them safe, during the war. And to revert the spell… It could kill them. So I know what's like, to have your parents at arm's length and not being able to talk to them. It kills me."

They stopped and looked at the couple. She felt her heart beat a little bit faster as she caught Draco staring at them.

"And I can't make him choose." She never broke eye contact – "So I decided for him."

She could see the pain in his eyes, along with the jealousy.

"I see" – She looked at Zabini again – "Well, I think you're stupid."

"Yes, well" – She deposited her cup in the bar – "It's not like I asked your opinion. If you don't mind, can you please not tell Draco about this?"

Without waiting for an answer, she walked towards the exit.

Turning around, she caught his grey eyes one more time. They stared at each other for what it looked like an eternity and, when he made a move to go to her she turned around again and left.

* * *

><p><em>I'm not feeling particularly happy today. But I think that I'll make a story out of this drabble.<em>

_Bye now!_


	3. Relaxing

_**Hopscotch **_

_**WC: **204_

* * *

><p>He shook his head as he heard all the screaming from the other room.<p>

"What the fuck are they doing?"

He was sitting in the toilet as she was laying in the bathtub - "I think that's exactly what they're doing, _dear_"

She didn't need to open her eyes to know that he flinched as he imagined the scene.

"Next time we should tell them to cast a silencing charm in the room" - he looked around the bathroom - "Granger, why do you have all these candles around the bathtub?"

"Because I'm trying to have a relaxing bath, Malfoy" - she grumbled, annoyed at him - "so, can you please stop talking?"

"I'm bored."

She looked at him and couldn't help but wonder if they future child will look like him - "Go watch football or something"

"What's football?"

She pinched the bridge of her nose. "Why don't you go find out and leave me here?"

"You know..." - she watched as he stood up and walked to her with a wolfish grin on his face - "I can think of something we can do that can make you relax, _darling_..."

Needless to say, their screaming echoed through the halls of the house.


End file.
